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it's bawled through the City.' In one instance, how-
ever, his name was still more perversely misrendered.
Garibaldi was very quick and graceful in his notice of
any special recognition even when the largest crowds
followed his progress through the Strand or the City.
On one occasion a noisy admirer of his in the Strand
was heard to testify after his own fashion to the Italian
patriot's spirit of concession. ' We could not see him
for the crowd,' thus said the narrator, 'so I just hal-
loaed out to him, " Stand up, Jaribawldi! " and blowed
if Jaribawldi didn't stand up in the carriage to let us
see him.'

Garibaldi made his headquarters during his stay in
London at Stafford House. For about ten days the
enthusiasm kept growing and growing. Apparently
the Tories had been at first inclined to let the Liberals
have the hero all to themselves; but as the popular
excitement grew, the Tories probably began to think it
prudent, especially as a general election was not far off,
to enter wholesale into the spirit of the thing, and they
therefore made themselves rivals with the Liberals in
their invitations to Garibaldi. Sometimes the succession
of festivities was rather too much for the worn-out old
soldier and sailor. I remember attending a great ' at
home,' given at a very fashionable West End house,
where the majority of the company were doomed to
a sad disappointment. Garibaldi had been dining with
some leader of politics and fashion, and felt very tired
by the time he got to the scene of the later festivity.
As usual at a London crush very few of the company
arrived at the hour notified on the card of invitation,
and the hero could not stand any more waiting. He
went home and went to bed; and the great majority of
the evening's crowd arrived only in time to learn that
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